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E were talking about stammering
the other evening, and of how
philosophically some took it,
while others seem to feel, you

tnow, as though it were a mark of Divine
wrath. As some men are born bald, while
ethers acquire baldness, and yet others
have baldness thrust upon them, so It is
with stammering. I was reminded at the
time of Lute Taylor, a philosophical stam¬
merer. He was a sweet-tempered, sunny
soul, and when he laid aside his tasks
twenty-two years ago, I have no doubt
that he entered into the joys of that life
"where no stammering tongue is heard,"
but "where language is musio, life Is
thought and law is love."
Most of us start out in life to be

Raphaels, to paint a masterpiece or carve
an eloquent statue from the dumb and
pulseless stone, but at thirty-five we de¬
cide to put a tail on it and call It a dog.
Or, as Thoreau says, "The boy gathers ma¬

terials for a temple, and when he is thirty
concludes to build a woodshed."
"But there was one among us," says

Taylor's biographer, "who had not made
this failure. He had kept his heart. He
had no time to make money." It is said
that his stammer was like the dam that
holds the water back to give it power to
turn the wheel and set a thousand shut¬
tles dancing and gleaming in a glad, swift
minuet.
Taylor only showed what he might have

done, and then died, instead of accom¬

plishing a great deal, thus irritating a lot
of small literary hound pups who yfears
after might attract momentary attention to
themselves by barking at the front door of
his reputation. There Is nothing so dis¬
couraging to the valor of a backbiter as
the cold hauteur of the silent tomb.
Mr. Taylor edited the Morning Leader, of

La Crosse, Wis., and wrote humorous and

couple of hours for fifteen minutes' of des¬
ultory rexuarks, he had In righteous wrath
overcome his stuttering for the time and
made such a good record that the enemy
fled in dismay.
Also another advantage of stammering

discovered early in life was this: In recita¬
tions at school, especially in the languages,
he found that by extending the jaw and
going iuto a slight trance he could appeal
to the hardened tutor in such a way as to
escape the usual punishment for "inad¬
equate study," and thus give himself that
much coveted leisure and out-of-door exer¬
cise and pomological research which his
system seemed to crave.
In the Summer of 1857 Mf. Taylor was

publishing the Journal at River Falls, Wis.
There were five good stammerers in the
village, each in an active state of eruption.Each had a style of his own. They were a
little jealous of one another, but each
claimed to have a distinct stutter that was
characteristic of himself, and also to have
created the part, 60 you see they did not
clash much after all. Taylor's stutter was
offered In such a gentle sort of a quizzical
way, with an upward curve of the mouth
at the corners, and such a luscious twinkle
of the eye, that you sort of felt flattered byit, as though he had been doing it to
please and entertain you. But D. H.
Levings.a house, sign and carrige painter,grainer and gilder of River Falls.always
looked mad about something when he
started, and a wicked glitter came into his
eye such as you will witness in the ag¬grieved and outraged men. Mr. Levings
was school director in 1857, and Mr. Taylor
was clerk of the Board. In conversation
Mr. Levings, according to Taylor, worked
everything about his face except his voice,
and did everything but talk.
Mr. Henry K. White was also a good,

competent and earnest stutterer, consider¬
ing what, meagre advantages ho had had
as a child. He put less emotion into the
business than the others, but he was more
even and reliable and could always be de¬
pended on to work very faithfully and say
mighty little.
In 1859 the foreman of the Journal was

William J. McMasters, a first class printer.
He was one of the purest, sweetest and
kindliest printers that ever squirted the
juice out of an open column of dead mat¬
ter into the eager eye of a novice. Mr.
McMasters could set up a whole p^per

"f\ j^ar/T)le55
U/olfuill^ pleasantry."

By DAN QUINN.
4 i fY\ IGHTY likely It's a week after

/ | 1 Rainbow Sam dies off," said
t I the old cattleman In a tone of

confidence, "when the camp turns in an*
has a little jest with the Signal Service
sharp. You see we're that depressed about
Rainbow cashin' in we needs relaxation
that way, so we all nacheral enough di¬
verts ourse'fs with this Signal party who
comes trailin' up all handy.
"Wherefore I ag'in remarks that Wolf-

ville is a proper, peaceful place, an' it's
little Joke with the Signal Service partyneedn't be inferred ag'inst it none as it's
daily programme.
"This yere gent has been goln' about

casooal ever since the stage comes in, an'
his air is soopercilious like he looks down
on the entire camp; an' it's all a heapirritatln'. He's been pesterln' an' pro-jectln' about the post office for mightylike an' hour when all at once he crosses
over to the Red Light an' fronts up to the
bar. He don't invite none of us to liker;
jest himself, which bad manners is shore
received invidious.
" 'Gimme a cocktail,' says this Signal

sharp to the barkeep.
"As they aint mixin' no drinks at the

Red Light for man or beast, nor yet at
Hamilton's Hurdy Gurdy, you can begin
to suspect that this sport in the blue uni¬
form don't get no cocktail.
" 'Can't mix no drinks,' says the bar-

keep.
" 'Can't mix no cocktails?' repeats the

Signal sharp. 'Why, what a band of
prairie dogs this yere hamlet is? What's
the matter with you all, you can't mix
no cocktails? Don't you know enough?'

" 'Do we all know enough?' says the
barkeep, some facetious that away.
'Stranger, we simply bulges an' suffers
with what we saveys. But thar's a law
agin cocktails an' all mixin' drinks. You
see. a Mexican female over in Tucson is
mixin' drinks for a gent she's a harborin'
ldees ag'in, an' she rings in the loco onto
him, an' he goes plumb crazy. Then the
Legislature ups an' makes a law abatin'
of mixed drinks. This yere bein' Gospel
trooth, you'll have to drink straight whis¬
key, and drink it outen a tin cup, too.'
"As he says this for a blazer the bar-

keep, which it was Sandy McAuliff, sets
up a bottle an' a tin cup, an' slams a six-
shooter on the bar at the same time.

Mr. McMasters Took a Large Bite of Climate and Shut His Eyes.
(Drawn by E. W. Kemble.)

poetic prose not alone on a salary, but to
the hungry hearts of his friends. Gen¬
erosity and wealth combined could do no
more.
When he went to La Crosse a prominent

contractor was building a bridge over the
Mississippi. Every morning a pale, round,
faced man with blue eyes used to come
and watch the pile drivers as the big
hammer, weighing hundreds of pounds,
slowly rose to its full height, and then, as
If by mistake, dropped back with a wicked
plunk on the top of a quivering pile so as
to send little, shuddering waves In a mil¬
lion circles over the water. When the
mighty iron weight arose, the pale, sad
face would follow it, and when it fell the
jaw and head would drop with it till the
weary watcher's neck began to get tired,
and then the weary watcher would go
away. In the morning he would come back
again and do it all over. This went on that
way for a week or ten days, and the con.
tractor got so that he looked for the
strange youth to come and sort of conduct
the morning exercises. After a week had
gone by and nothing had been said, the
pale director who had been punctuating
the pile driver's work stole up to the con¬
tractor and said:
"D-d-d-d-do you own that th-th-thing

th-there?" "Yes," said the contractor;
";:hat's mine." "We-well,'* said the pale
student, "I've b-b-been thinking a go-g-g-
good deal about that and the t-t-t-trouble
you have with it, and I c-c-c-can fix that
thing so that it'll s-s-s-stay up there!"
Afterward the contractor said he

learned that the sweet-faced youth with
the guileless heart was Lute Taylor, the
editor of the Leader.
Taylor said that "The Black Crook" as

produced in New York might be immoral,
but, thanks to the sterling integrity of the
West, 9nothing could be more free from
such a charge than the performance In St.
Paul. It was as proper as a girl's recess at
a district school in the glad Summer time.
It was a spectacle which, eo far as legs
seemed to go, reminded him of a visit to
Rus Hunger's piano store on Third street,
or the south fork of the Kinnikinnick.
"The Black Crook" as given in St. Ityul
was not only absolutely free from sin, but,
with its realistic representation of hell, oc¬

cupied almost entirely by bad actors, the
play became at once a great moral engine
and power for good. Possibly I may not
recall the exact language, but this was the
spirit of it. 14 £
Mr. Taylor said that, considering the

prominence given to a man by stammering,
be wondered chat otherwise stupid people
did not give more attention to this science.
He was a Republican himself, and was
once accused by a Democrat of being' en¬

tirely unknown except on account of this
affliction. Taylor said upon reflection he
was surprised to see how truthful this was
considering the unreliable source from
which it came. He also claimed that in
joint debate, where his political adversa¬
ries had insisted on giving him a lot of
time with lavish generosity, sometimes a

easier than he could converse eight
minutes. He hated to stutter and had an
apologetic way. It was known that the
editor stammered, and so when Taylor was
gone, McMasters could be the understudy,
and many people to this day think they
met and swapped conversation for con¬
sonants with Taylor when it was really
McMasters.
Strange to say, McMasters was not on

the School Board. He didn't come vintil
after the regular annual school meeting.
There was also a fifth man, living over

at about where the junction mill row
stands. He was called the atomizer. Most
everybody got out of the way when he
began to scatter dentals and labials around
over the thirsty earth. He happened to be
on the street when George \Y. Witherill
rode into the village for the purpose of
securing the job or tutorizing the River
Falls Public School. Mr. Witherill was
young and put together in a sportive mood,
if one might be permitted to use that ex¬
pression. He inquired about the School
Board and the atomizer began to spraythe Western Hemisphere with information
and cover George W. Witherill with facts
that could hardly be called dry facts.
Witherill took a few of these facts and
hastened down the street with his umbrella
still up.
At the corner he asked again about the

location of the Journal office and happenedto Inquire of Henry K. White, the earnest
stutterer. Henry did the best be could,but he could read horror in the face of
George W. Witherill, who thought he had
struck a colony of conversation!! 1 obstruc¬
tionists. Getting a clew to the Journal
office and timidly entering it, he encoun¬
tered William J. McMasters.

"Is Mr. Taylor, 1he editor, in?" asked
George W. Witherill, instinctively running
up his umbrella.
Mr. McMasters took a large bite of cli¬

mate, opened bis hands and closed them,shut his eyes tight, gave a gurgle and a
whistle that shook down a pathetic edito¬
rial, then he opened his mouth and one
could see the larynx quiver in the rich
Autumnal sunshine, but. it was some time
before he could say with a jerk that Mr.
Taylor was out but M-ould be back soon,
Mr. Witherill seemed sort of faint after

this, and as he sat down at the desk he
moved the paste away, so that he could'
not smell it, and asked for water.
By and by Mr. Taylor came in and was

introduced by Mr. McMasters. Mr. With¬
erill went over and opened a window.
Mr. Taylor saw at once'that Mr. Witherill
was extremely neurotic, and, so to say,afraid of the cars, so he said the only wayhe saw was to go and consult Mr. Levings,the director, who could talk fluently. Theyfound Mr. Levings painting a house, and
some of the green from a set of new blinds
had adhered to Mr. Levings's features, and
gave him a savage air, as who should
s&y; "I am on the' war path now; be-
waro!"
Mr. Taylor introduced him with an un¬

necessary amount of backing and fillingand subterranean gurgling, and shook a
quart of plums from a small tree nearbyand sent a tortoise-shell tomcat up the
side of the freshly-painted house. Mr.
Levings replied with a fierce hesitation and
general congestion that made Mr. Witherill
quail.
He did not get the school, but peoplewho saw him two or three miles out of

town running, said that he was resignedand cheerily went Into the digging of
ginseng, which is a quiet life full of com¬
munion with nature.
Mr. Taylor, though laying no claim to

great piety or goodness by his sweet philos¬ophy and his ability to-draw comfort, and
even amusement, from all the harsh rebuffs
of outrageous fortune, even as he did out
of this severe affliction, taught those who
knew him a gentle and generous lesson
better than all the cold, hard, cruel maxims
hewed out by weak and brilliaut men,who through all ages have constructed a
philosophy exclusively for the admiration
and use of other people.

Copyright, ISO3, by E. W. Nye.)

Whereupon the Signal sharp takes a gulp
or two of straight nosepalnt an' don't say
nothin' more of cocktails. But he looks
skeered an' ugly.
" 'Whatever is the damage, anyhow?' he

says to Sandy as soon as he quits gaggin'
over the whiskey, which tastes some raw
an' vicious to him, an' him with his lady¬
like throat all ready for cocktails instead;
'what's thar to pay?'
" 'Nary centouse,' says Sandy, moppin'

up the bar plenty complacent, 'not a sou
markee. That drink's on the house,
stranger.'
"When the Signal sharp goes out En-

right says he's got mighty pore manners,
an' he marvels he's still walkin' the earth.
" 'However,' says Enright, 'I s'pose his

livin' so long arises mainly from stayin' in
the East, w-nere they don't make no p'int
011 etteyquette an' bein' polite, an' runs
things looser.'
" 'Whatever's the matter of chasln' this

insult.in' tenderfoot around a lot?' asks
Texas Thompson, 'an' havein' fun with
him. Thar aint nothin' doin', ^n' we
oughter not begretch a half-day's work
educatin' this party. If something alnt
done forthwith to inform his mind on the
subjects of his social dooties while ho
stays in Arizona, you can gamble he wont
last to go East no more.'
"As what Texas Thompson says Is cor¬

rect, it aint no time before there is a gen¬
eral desire to enlighten this yere Signal
party. As Thompson suggests the idee,
natcherally he goes for'ard to, begin Its
execution.
" 'But be keerful, Texas,' says Enright,

'an' don't force no showdown with this
Signal gent. Attainin' an education is one
thing, an' bein' killed that way is plumb
different; an' while I sees no objections to
swellin' the general fund of this young
man's knowledge, I don't propose that
you all's coin' to confer no dieploma an'
graduate him Into heaven on high with
a gun at one an' the same time.'
" 'None whatever,' says Texas Thomp¬

son. 'We merely toys with this tender¬
foot, an' never so much as breaks his
crust or drors blood the slightest morsel.
He's takin' life too trivial; an' all what
we all p'ints out to do is to sober him up
an' teach him decorousness some.'
"So Texas Thompson goes san'terin' up

the street, so as to cross the trail of this
Signal party, who's headed down. Jest as
they passes Texas turns as ferocious as
forty timber wolves, an' clasps Ills hand
on the shoulder of the Signal party.
" 'How's this yere, I demands to know?'

says Texas, shakin' back his long hair.
An' he shorely looks bad an' hardened.

" "How's that?' says the Signal man
some astonished.
" 'You saveys mighty well,' says Texas.

'You fails to bow to me; almin' to insult
an' put it all over me In the presence of
this yere multltood. Think of it. gents,'
goes on Texas, beglnnin' to froth an' a
raisin' his voice to a whoop, 'think of it,
and me the war chief of the Texas Pan¬
handle with forty-two skelps to my credit,
to be sot on an' insulted by a puny short¬
horn like this. It shore makes me wonder
be I alive.'
" 'Stranger,' says Texas, turnin' to the

Signal party an' his hand on his gun,
'nothin' but blood is goin' to do me now.
If I was troo to myse'f at this moment
I'd shorely split you like a mackerel, an'
leave you on both sides of the road. But
I restrains myse'f this far; I don't notice
no gun on to you. Go, tliarfore, a^' hoel
yourse'f; for by next drink time the
avenger'li be ha'ntin' your trail. 1 gives
you half an hour to live. Not on your ac¬
count, 'cause it ain't comin' to you; but
merely not to ketch no angels off their
guard an' to allow 'ein a chance to or¬
ganize for your protection. Pendln' hos¬
tilities I shall rest myse'f In the Red
Light, permittin' you the advantages of
the dance hall, where Hamilton'll give you
pen, ink an' rnonte table, whereby to con¬
coct your last will. Adios.'
"By the time Texas gets off this long,

big ralk an' starts over to the Red Light,

the Signal man Is lookin' a heap perturbed.
He's shorely alarmed.

rioo-gs.
breakin' loos« 'yoJv^f plumb

liT'S K wT$>r«!'men, not countln' Mexlcahs an -

icks. He oughter be massacred, an no
as it's como your way prance in _ipn/ihis blood? This camp'11 testify an' applaud
th" 'But I can't fight none,' says the Signal
sharp. It's agin the rools an' regulations
°£"t^WMchi'l shore can't 8ee°®°e T^°t7
si,rht Them army rools shorely ought to

savin' his owu skelp.'
, Bo.gsmakes6 cT«S E A t^ the Signal

box;PeitS letdowns Texas Jtompjw or

SSMfSffiS;SKS"The Signal party ^ys he's thankful he a

Mrs«
sr.r.M
ss.'saws iserves this is a good move, an that lutt an
he'll take an occasional drink an ride herd
on his interests while he does.

nw»;s.si»a« «w.
out for the blood of my friend Texas

T"°.alknto me an' Tutt,' says Boggs, 'an'
cut her short; 'cause it's the opinion of our
"¦ent this criminal Thompson infesta the
earth to a p'int where it's a case of over¬
play, an' he's longln' to begin hlsbutchery..' 'In five minutes then, sajs I eet&, >ounil organize vour gent an' come a-ruunln .? mustSinter over to see how Thompson'sHnfn' uo He's that fretful a minute back
when I leaves him he's bitln' hunks °uten
a white-ash card table like It s ginger cake,
an moanin' for blood. Old Monte's ridln'
herd on him: but I better get hack, as he
might in his frenzy that away fetch loose
anv moment, an' come a-curvln' over yerean' go to killin* your gent without orders,which the same would be onelegant an no

de''AsCsyootn as Peets is started for the RedLiglit agin Tutt turns to the Signal party,who's settin' thar lookin' he'pless an' wor-!ried like he's a prairie dog who> s comeback from vlsitin* some other dog an finds
a rattlesnake's done pitched camp in themouth of his hole while he s out." 'Now, then, stranger, says Tutt, if youall has accomplied that clerical work mean' Dan will lead you to your victim.When vou gets to shootin aim low an beshore an' see your hind sight every time
vou cuts loose.

.
_ ,"The Signal party looks some gray anhaggard, but not seein' no other way getsu» an* after stampedin' about a trifle

nervous, allows, since it's the best he can' .''Old \lcfnt<fhas spread a blanket over Infront of the Red Light, an as Tutt anBoggs starts out with their Signal partythar's a yell like forty Apaches heajdacross the street.
. ," 'That's Thompson's war yelp, saysBoggs, expoundin' of the noise to the Sig-nar party. 'Which it would seem fromthe fervor he puts into it he's shorely all

kl'"-As I)oc Peets comes out a-leadln' ofThompson it's noticed Thompson b got a11"
'Whatever's your gent a-packln' of thatutensil for?' demands Tutt, mighty truc¬ulent. 'Is this yere to be a combat with

dlP'P'Oh,?'no,' says Peets, like he's tryln'to excuse something, 'but lie insists onfetchiu' it so hard that at last to soothehim I gives mv consent.'
- 'Well, we challenges the dipper?' saysTutt. 'You all will fight on the square or

we cemove our man.'
..." 'Don't, don't,' shouts Thompson, likehe's agitated no limit; 'don't take him

outen my sight no more. I only fetches
the cud to drink his blood with; hut it snothin' but a small detail which I relin-
quishes readily before ever I allow s myvictim the least loophole ofescape'
"When Peets goes up an takes inompson's cup the two debates JeFwhisper; Thompson gettin' mighty hot an

fvirions At last Peets says to nim.
" 'Which I tells you sech a Proposal s

Irretrular an' plumb to one side of thetrinf- but since vou insists, of course I

Ce»S'!t's what our gent's heen urgln' from
~ n 1.savs Boggs, 'an' tharefore we

consents with glee. Round up your man

nol)j aon'tereckon I°ever sees anybody whoI don e reuBuu
Signal sharpse^m8 and Tutt starts to lead himwhen BOS8

blanket Thai's a' expression

is?iirlff
ha"'What-s^the" mean in' of a cold an' for-

malp2°t«et'TSecb .thlsr he nowls- turn'°'
T toiit . .ant to go close to my meat,
*n *y<iu' where it's warm.'

turns tn hLd2.n t Pro^eed none. As Tutt
locwfl hv IL fnal,s,harp' who's a11 l,ot

tafnert I shootin' an' has to be de-
vr.

y Boggs from runnin' away. Jack
thrnwaComeS char£ln' uPon his pony, an'

.. .?r8 gun on the whole outfit.

brief Vw i «P' y?,re!' he sa>'8 sharp an'

a month to come -
C°y°teS for meat for

^^rybody's hands goes up, an' it's

mett
"int dlrapp'int-

KVhe'Xwfi*1 Hes tlat

i Pon t look so tickled,' growls Bo^irs

the ,00I'e beads the round-up for
1,^ York store. Don't look so light
deatlf^ ut It; you mortifies me to

v''^0^ takes» the gang over to the New
wLe' .T, Enright's settin' as a

. + i W aiiows be s goin* to put 'em all
The s?in0°ir d,ieturbin' of Wolfville's peace.
t-hU+ ?'? Starts t0 say something,
when leets interrupts, an' that brings
Boggs to the front, an' after that a gon-
" 'ai^°ar breaksJoose like a stampede.
Uimme a knife, somebody ' howls

twf^h01?ps0TnV ' let me get in on

like this?'
robbed of my prey

"But Enright jumps for an old Spencer
seven-shooter, an* gives It out cold he's

to dow9 the first gent that opens
h^J iSw °r .talks. back t0 hlm a second

siS^era CamS ' aU' the rlot sorter
" that I objects to a street fl<»ht'

says Enright, discussin' of the case, °-but
you all talks too much. From the jabber
fh.7 t* u f0,r'ard over that blanket out
thai, it shorely reminds me a mightv
a m,rn?°.ri 0f.,a passel of old women a^
a quiltin bee than an outfit of serious an'
disci eet gents who's pullln' off a dooel
To cut her short, the public don't foster
no sech rackets as this, an' I yereupon
puts Texas Thompson an' this Signal nartv
under $50,000 bonds to keep thepeace*7

Texiis Thompson is set loose with Peets
an Cherokee Hall on his papers, but the
Signal sharp, bein' a stranger in town
can t put up no bonds.

town,

t."r3h.h as thar'8 D0 calaboose In camp
told h/ +h I?' 8,ays EQriSht, when he's
told by the Signal party he can't make
no bonds, an as it's plumb agin thp
constltootion of Arizona to let you go I
shore sees no trail out but to hang you!
te^f^f ^ftneCe88lty whlch feeds a Pore
tenderfoot like you all to the halter but

yoau. "es yourse'f the Union must and
shall be preserved. Mr. Moore, go over
to my pony an' fetch the rope. Iff a new

it £ ^ fimani 1 but 1 clleerfully donates
It to jestice, jest the same.'

VY hen Moore gets back with the rone
an everybody's lookin' plumb serious that
.TO, it shakes the Signal party to a
degree he has to camp down on a shoe
bo* an'aHow^he needs a drink. BogS
fn nr,^6 S°». after !t' when Tutt breaks
whf,h ^es g0t a bluff to hand up;
^ that done, the same bein* agree-
«e,V he at once makes good.
^

^ T,as certain/ says Tutt sn*

^y,"t. of the Signal party a heap doubtful
1 was shore how this gent wouldn't leave

se'f Mar ?,°OM| rd g0 hls bond my!
se r. isut I ni in no sech fix financial sfa

JnAUS,l'ZLwiln?J° see, go- If this Signal sharp
wears hobbles so he can't up an' canter oS
none, rather than see a young gent's neel"

myse'f* longer, why, I goes this bail

''The Signal party is eager for hobbles
an

^

he gives Tutt his word to sign up the

bit
aQ' wont run away a little

'Which the same bein' novr settled nil
congenial an' legal,' says Enright when
Tutt signs up, 'Moore will he'p the gent on
with hfs hobbles, an' the court wil? stand
adjourned till further orders.'

' A£ter he's all hobbled an' safe, Tutt an'
the Signal^rty starts over for'the poSt-
offlce, both progressin' some slow an^ re¬
luctant, because of the Signal party's hob¬
bles holdin him down to a shuffle As
they toils along Tutt says-
" 'An' now that this affair ends so suc¬

cessful I'd shore admire to know what you
an' that cutthroat Thompson takes to
chewin of each other's manes for anv
way Whydid you refoos to bow?P 7

vvhich I never refooses once,' says the
Signal party. 'I saloots the gent with
pleasure, if that's what he needs '

In that case,' says Tutt, 'vou make
yourse'f comfortable leanin' agin this h-iHd

an' I'll project over to Thompson an'
see if this Imbroglio can't be reconciled »

lot. Mutual 'pologies an' whiskey ookf
like ought to repair these dissensions easy®
. iSP the Signal party leans up agin the
front of the postomce an' survevs his hob
bles some melancholy, while Tutt "oes
surgin' over to the Red Light to look ud
Texas Thompson. It aint no time when
he's headed back with Thompson an' the
balance of the band.
" 'Give us your hand, pard,' savs Texas

Thompson as he comes up to the Signal
party. 'I learns from our common friend
Dave Tutt, that this yere's a mistake, an''
I tbarfore forgives you freely ail the trou¬
ble rou causes. It's over now an' plumb
lorsDt. \oure a dead game sport, an' I
shalres your hand with pride '

"However we rips off his hobbles, an'
thei. the outfit steers over to the Red Light
hard* work6 an' regaled a£ter the

(Copyright. 1896, by A. H. Lewis.)

5pray from t}pe jtfeu/5.
By Juliaty Ralp

H fY\ Y daughter wants to learn type-
I J 1 writing. Would you encourage
' * her?" A poor woman asked the

question. "WJiy not?" I asked. "It is an
honest business." Within half an hour af¬
terward I came upon a great crowd that
blocked the pavement in front of a shop for
women. It had been collected by the dis¬
play in the show window. The window had
been transformed to have the appearance of
a tiny drawing room, in which a young wo¬
man in house attire was entertaining three
other young women, who wore bonnets and
wraps. I wound myself far Into the throng
in order to satisfy my curiosity as to how it
was possible that four respectable women

could be hired to pose behind a sheet of
crystal and before a gaping, snickering
mob, in borrowed plumage. It was plain
that they were not other than respectable;
they were apparently working girls, and not
so poor but that they possessed plump,
pink cheeks and well-rounded arms and
bodies. They gave the public the right to
think that they were enticed to engage In
this mortifying exhibition by the chance to
wear costly and elaborate gowns and to
display them. One little feature of the
scene partially redeemed it. It was that
they were half sick of the bargain. The one
who pretended to be the hostess kept her
back squarely toward the crowd; the others

kept sitting down, standing up and moving
round, as nervous as cats in a strange gar¬
ret. They looked furtively at the crowd,
but without getting encouragement, for
nearly every face in front of the window
wore a grin. "My God!" said one man. "A
woman will do anything for money." "No,"
said a woman, "I would die before I would
do it, even for a million dollars." A third
remarked: "And yet it is an honest busi¬
ness." The words recalled my own use of
them to the woman whose daughter wished
to be a typewriter girl. I saw that I should
have said, "Typewriting is an honorable
business," Instead of merely calling it hon¬
est. There's a great difference between
what is honorable and what Is merely hon¬
est.
It seems perfectly true that "women will

do anything" for money or dress or ad¬
miration, and so it appears that men will
do anything for the motives that influence
their sex. But those of either sex who do
the debatable things must be the ones
who are born without proper conceit or
without pride of family, or who fail to
get proper training in youth. The well
born and well trained stand aside and
either laugh or are saddened. Different
conditions engender different tastes and
points of view. One day I had to wait a

little while in a popular candy store
where the clerks were girls. A girl came

in to chat with one of the clerks. "Any¬
thing to do yet?" the clerk asked, after
the New York .fashion.for here in New
York most of us say, "Hello! Are you
working?" Instead of: "How do you do?"
"No," said the girl visitor. "I'm going

to try to get in a theatre. You know that
collection of photos I've got of Delia Fox,
Lillian Russell, Jansen and all the rest?
Well, you take my own photo.taken in
that fancy dress that "comes only to my
knees.you know. Well, it's as good looking

as any of the others. Every one sr
I've got as good » shape as anybf
"Oh, that's all right," said the

"but.say.Elsa, you wouldn't go <

stage in an opera or variety troup<
show yourself, would you?"
The visitor looked surprised.

wouldn't I," she asked, "if I lookec
enough? Indeed, I'd jump at the ch;
She went out, and the two girls I

the counter drifted together. "Elsa
ton's going to try to get a place
thee-ayter," said one. "Yes, I
her," said the other; "aint she stu
her shape, though?" Elsa's friei
torted: "Yes; but, say, aii)t it te
Did you hear what she was willing t<
"Oh, yes! I heard." said the other;
she might as well do it as be willii
I couldn't even think of it; but i
goes around talking about it and t
herself photographed that way, she :

as well get the money for it.that's
I think."
On the«subject of the theatre, som

repeated the other day the remark
witty theatrical manager on the kin<
playwrights there are. Said he: "Ther
three kinds of playwrights. There
those who write plays that read well
wont act. There are those that do not p
ise well when you read them, but are t
on the stage. And then there's Bra,
Matthews." That reminds me of anot
funny thing that a manager once sal
though I doubt whether he knew how gc
it was. I had written a play and was haw
lng it about from manager to manager,
called on John Duff, in his office in th
Standard Theatre. "Pinafore" was run

nlng then and coining money as if it were
a Treasury printing press. "I am very
busy," said Mr. Duff. "If you have a play
to offer, let me know, and we wont waste
one another's time." I said that that was
what brought me there. "Well, then,"
said he, "I wont look at it. The truth is,I have decided to play nothing but suc¬
cesses after this."

* * ?

B. JOHN W. ALEXANDER, the p%-
trait painter, whose work has given
him such a high standing In Paris,

is on a visit to his home and friends in
town, and is busy with some Important
paintings. Twenty-four of his paintings
have just been exhibited in Pittsburg's Car¬
negie Hall, and are next to be shown in
Philadelphia. A year ago he gave a simi¬
lar exhibition in Chicago on the Invitation
of those who love art out there. I am not
aware that these paintings that have been

Munich and other capitals have been seen
in New York, though the other large Ameri¬
can cities are continually on the lookout
for chances to enjoy such displays. Here
it appears that hidebound cliques manage
and monopolize all such matters, and suc¬
cessful men, as well as new examples of
the highest art, must stand aside unless
they belong in the charmed circle. It is
too bad that it should be so. It accountsfor the fact that, year after year, we see
the work of the same men in a dreary,
monotonous round, and we miss the new
masterpieces, the new spirit and the new
methods, for the painter's art grows and
changes like everything else. To us in New
York it seems to stand still, but the peoplein the other cities are enjoying the cream
of itfe progx-ess. JULIAN RALPH.

i go close to my meat, I tells you, where it's warm."


